ENGLISH   FRIENDSHIPS

Frohman was in Paris, and after much telegraphic
insistence persuaded his friend to come over on his first
visit to the French capital. Frohman was aglow with
anticipation. He wanted to give Barrie the time of
his life.

"What would a literary man like to do in Paris?" was
the question he asked himself.

In his usual generous way he planned the first night,
for Barrie was to arrive in the afternoon. He was then
living at the H6tel Meurice, in the Rue Royale, so he
engaged a magnificent suite for his guest. He ordered a
sumptuous dinner at the Cafe de Paris, bought a box
at the Theatre Francjais, and engaged a smart victoria
for the evening.

Barrie was dazed at the splendor of the Meurice suite,
but he survived it. When Frohman spoke of the Caf6
de.Paris dinner he said he would rather dine quietly
at the hotel, -so the elaborate meal was given up.

"Now what would you like to do this evening?"
asked his host.

"Are there any of those country fairs around here,
where they have side shows and you can throw balls
at things?" asked Barrie.

Frohman, who had box seats for the most classic
of all Continental theaters in his pocket, said:

"Yes, there is one in Neuilly."

"All right," said Barrie, "let's go there."

"Well drive out in a victoria/' meekly suggested
Frohman.

"No," said Barrie, "I think it would be more fun
to go on a 'bus."

With the unused tickets for the Theatre Frangais in
his waistcoat, and the smart little victoria still waiting Frohman-Barrie adventures was
